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Author's Notes: 
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entertaining enough, so | posted it here. Perhaps one day it'll get the sequel it deserves. Enjoy! :) 


‘Wot the fuck is this?! 


Bruce looked up but didn't have time react before something was tossed rather roughly into his lap. The singer 
jumped in surprise and raised his eyebrows, looking first at Steve who stood in the doorway with his arms 


crossed and a scowl dug into his forehead, and then at the item perched next to him on the couch where it 


had landed. 


‘What the fuck is what?! he asked in return, confusion written all over his face and he could tell Steve was 


beyond pissed. 


‘Don't play fuckin’ coy with me, Dickinson. Wot the fuck is that thing? 


Bruce rolled his eyes, used to Steve's tantrums over the slightest of things, he didn't take it seriously but 
instead reached for the item. It turned out to be an old video tape, its paper wrappings worn and coming apart 
at the edges. He flipped it around and the front cover informed him that this was most likely a porno. 
However, there were no pictures and the font was lascivious to resemble a romance novel almost. So, softcore. 
Shrugging, Bruce turned back towards Steve again after he finished examining the VHS. It read "The Throes of 
Passion’, and the title rung a bell somewhere only Bruce couldn't tell why. Perhaps he'd seen the flick some 


time. 
‘Well, this isn't mine. | could tell you that: 


Steve seemed to give him a look that was a mixture between complete disbelief and utter rage. Without a 
word, the bassist snatched the tape out of Bruce's grasp and slammed it down on the table with a fiery glare 


which left the smaller man even more confused than he already was. 


‘What's your bloody problem anyway? Its not like | haven't seen you beat off to shite like that before. If | 
didn't risk losing my own bloody head for saying it, 'd propose that tape right there to be yours: 


Steve winced at the words, whirling around and promptly stalking up to the tiny TV set, kneeling and popping 
the tape into the VHS player. Then he pressed down the rewind button, accessing Bruce the knowledge that he 
had likely watched it beforehand. The singer huffed and folded his legs, but a naughty grin played on his lips 
making his dimples hint. 


‘Well, | didn't know you were so fucking kinky, eh? Want to watch the tape with me, have a swell time rubbing 
one out together... he chuckled, watching the veins of Steve's temples throb beneath the wavy fringe fall. 


The bassist mumbled something under his breath that sounded an awful lot like ‘go fuck yerself and then he 
pushed the play button before getting up and striding over to the settee where he dropped down next to 
Bruce. Yet again without a word, he folded his legs similarly to Bruce and waited, eyes on the flickering TV 
screen. Then came the intro, with a dramatic background score that had likely been borrowed from some old 


50s romance drama. In fact, the entire scenery appeared to be of that era and once again, Bruce was struck 


by a hint of recognition. Where the hell had he seen this before? 


‘Now, | wont ye ta look really bloody closely an’ tell me wot the fuckin’ ‘ell this bollocks is, hissed Steve 
between gritted teeth. 


‘Again with that horseshite? | already told you I've no fucking clue wha--' 


Bruce stopped mid sentence, the first moan on screen already sifting from the lousy TV speakers. That too 
was eerily familiar, stirring something inside. Jarring some sort of memory. Before his inner vision there was a 
pretty, big busted brunette, in an awkward situation. The voice onscreen echoed the voice in his head, and 
slowly he felt the blood drain from his face as he turned his head towards the screen. Before he could see it, 


the singer already knew what would he would find there. 


Oh good God what an embarrassment, never in a million years had he expected anybody to actually purchase 
this flick And definitely not any of the guys in Maiden. In particular not Steve. Ducking his head, Bruce hid 


behind his bangs. He might be shameless but he knew what mortification was, his cheeks burning. 
‘Are ye goin’ ta tell me why the bloody fuckin’ ‘ell yer on me tele eatin’ puss, eh? 
‘Oh shit.. 


‘Yeah, that's wot | said too, Steve snapped before getting up to pause the movie, the image of Bruce's innocent 
pre Maiden baby face nestled into the fair lady's privates frozen in time on screen. ‘| can tolerate a lot o' 
things. But why the fuck didn't ye tell me this exists? Eh? ‘Ow many bloody people do ye think ‘ave seen this? 
‘Ow many o ‘em are goin’ ta buy our fuckin’ albums after gettin’ a load o' ye with yer face buried between 


wots - ‘er - name's legs munchin' cooch?' 


Steve wasn't just angry, he was furious. Bruce could tell because his voice was calm and steady but it snapped 
at the end of each sentence, as if he spat the last word out. As if the very taste of it was bitter on his 
tongue. Deep down, Bruce knew he probably should have mentioned this, but truth be told he'd mostly 
forgotten the entire ordeal himself. It had happened years ago, he was low on cash and the job didn't take 
anything out of the ordinary. It was just normal in-out action with some foreplay. Nothing over the top, 
nothing he wasn't comfortable with. Nothing he believed would ever get anywhere. That said, however, he was 


bothered by Steve's attitude towards it. 
‘What the fuck does it matter? | wasn't even in Maiden at the time either way,’ the singer scoffed defiantly. 


‘Wot the fuck does it--- it fuckin’ matters because we ‘ave a bloody image ta uphold, Bruce! We're s'posed ta 
be this one way, an’ then | find out ye been doin’ this bollocks on the side! Slaggin’ around an' lettin’ fuckin’ 


loose in front o a bloody camera fer all the motherfuckin! world ta see! But wot the fuck does it matter?! 


The bassist snapped, his nostrils flaring as he threw his arms out. His eyes were wide, his face red and he 
looked positively maniacal. The sight would have startled anybody. Anybody who wasn't Bruce, the defiant small 
man quickly up on his feet to defend himself, his fists curled 


‘| had to get some fucking money, Harry! | couldn't fucking live off of my goddamn grandparents for all my 
fucking life! Where the fuck else would | get money to pay my fucking rent? Huh? It was one fucking movie! A 
one time sort of deal! You act like | was some solicited fucking porn star champ! Did you take a bloody piss on 
Nicko too, because somehow | don't fucking think you did! he spit, unfaced by Steve who looked as if he was 
about to go off like a pipebomb. 


‘| don't give two bloody shits wot ye ‘ad ta do at the time! This is fuckin’ with our image, Bruce! This is fuckin’ 
with Maiden, an' I'll be damned if | let it slide! It's all on me ‘ead! Wotever ye do will affect the load o' us, ye 
doss cunt! Nick had the bloody balls ta come clean with it! 


‘Get your fucking head out of your arse! You're so fucking narrow minded! Why don't you take that goddamn 


flick, pop it in and have yourself a merry fucking wank to it instead of whining at me, you twat?! That's what 
its for! Have some fucking fun for once in your bloody life! 


Steve's mouth which had been open and ready to deliver bile and venom snapped shut in that moment, the 
bassist's face flooding with colour until even the tips of his ears glowed red where they peered out from 
beneath the thick waves of dark curls. He looked positively mortified, as if he'd been caught red handed with 


his hands in the cookie jar. It took only a split second for Bruce to realize what that meant. 


The intial response would have been to mock Steve, to rile him up further using this new knowledge to his 
advantage. But the utter shame colouring the older man's features made Bruce think twice and hesitate. 
Instead of taunting his band mate, Bruce shrugged awkwardly. He wasn't one to get easily embarrassed but 


this was quite an uneasy situation even to him. 


‘| suppose it did what it's supposed to do, then. Glad you got some joy out of it before you decided to barge in 
here and piss all over me about it: 


"Oo the fuck do ye think | am? 


‘You tell me, I'm not the one who had a jolly good wank to that bloody atrocity, Bruce snorted with an 


exaggerated eye roll. 


Steve said nothing, which was rare and almost eerie. Instead, he remained rooted to the floor, face turned 
away and his balled fists trembling at his sides. Bruce knew then that he had already gone too far, biting his 
bottom lip and waiting for the oncoming storm. It sent unpleasant shivers down the singer's spine to see the 
bassist so calm and still, debating internally on whether he should make a bolt for it. That said, the thought of 
Steve beating off to the onscreen version of him getting laid was sort of flattering and mildly exciting. 


Arousing, almost. 


‘Well, she was quite the right material, wasn't she? Leggy brunette with fair tits, | know you fancy that sort 
of thing; the singer finally tried, hoping to lighten up the mood. 


Steve didn't offer a word of acknowledgment, instead he hung his head like a naughty schoolboy. He seemed 
confused; conflicted even. His eyebrows furrowed, his dark eyes wild but fearful. His thin lips pinched so tightly 
together they almost seemed to disappear. His arms folded over his chest now. His entire being appeared 
askew, his authority washed away. Always the perceptive, Bruce felt frustrated that he couldn't read the 


bassist's posture. 


‘Come on, Harry, we all know you wank every now and then, you're bloody human. It's bloody normal,’ the singer 


finally snapped, frustration and impatience getting the better of him. 


Steve's cheeks flared red, but the glare he threw in Bruce's direction was anything but shy or embarrassed. 
So cold it seemed it might have struck him dead had he held it for too long. So the singer snapped his mouth 
shut, bit back the usual urge to keep taunting until Steve blew his top off. He blinked as seconds later, Steve 


got up in his face. Mere inches apart, the singer unprepared and he gasped in surprise. He felt the heat 
radiating off of Steve's crimson cheeks. 


‘Ye think ye bloody know everythin’, don't ye? Keep stickin’ yer fuckin’ snout in things that don't concern ye. So, 
ye wont ta ‘ave fun with it? ‘Ow bloody merry would ye be if | told ye it wosn't the bloody girl | wos lookin’ at, 
eh? ‘Ow bloody ‘appy would ye be ta know | got meself covered in spunk because o' yer fuckin’ mug? Ye 
tactless fuckin ' cunt: 


With that, Steve spun around on his heel and left the suite with a slam of the door, so loud it seemed to echo 
throughout the room for the following fifteen minutes. Bruce stayed frozen in place, his eyes staring at the 
door frame, shell shocked. The last thing he had ever expected would be for Steve Harris to admit he'd jerked 
off to the image of him getting laid. OF him, not the female. What an odd scenario. And arousing. 


